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when one has not seen him for so long; and nineteen years hav
passed since Odysseus sailed from my country. However, I']
give you the picture of him that I have in my mind's eye. Mi
lord wore a thick purple cloak folded back on itself and display
ing a golden brooch with a pair of sheaths for the pins. Ther<
was a device on the face of it: a hound holding down a dapple<
fawn in his forepaws and ripping it as it struggled. Everyom
admired the workmanship, the hound ripping and throtdiiu
the fawn, the fawn lashing out with his feet in his efforts tc
escape - and the whole thing done in gold. I noticed his tuni<
too. It gleamed on his body like the skin of a dried onion, it was
so smooth; and it shone like the sun. I tell you, all the women
were fascinated by him. At the same time you must remembci
that I cannot say whether Odysseus wore these clothes at home,
or whether they had been given him by one of his friends when
he embarked, or by some acquaintance he visited, for Odysseus
was very popular and there were few of Us countrymen like
him. I myself gave him a bronze sword, a fine purple mantle,
and a tunic with a fringe, and I saw him off with all honours on
his well-found ship. And here's another thing. He had a squire
in his retinue who was a little older than himself. I'll tell you
what he looked like too. He was round in the shoulders and had
a dark complexion and curly hair. Eurybates was his name, and
Odysseus thought more of him than of anyone else in his com-
pany, for the squire saw eye to eye with his leader.'
Odysseus' descriptions made Penelopeeven more disposed to
weep, recognizing, as she did, all that he so faithfully portrayed.
She found relief in tears once more, then turned to him and said:
'Sir, I pitied you before; but now you shall be a dear and
honoured guest in my house. For it was I who gave him those
clothes, just as you describe them; I who took them from our
store-room; I who folded them and put in the bright brooch as
an ornament for him. And now I shall never welcome him
home to the land he loved so well. Aye, 'twas an evil day when
Odysseus sailed in his hollow ship to that accursed city which I
loathe to name.'

